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HIGH LIGHTS 


ORDER FOR A PORTRAET 


John Adam Collier 


Get busy on this Map of mine - 
Blot out every bloomin' line 
That makes me look 
Like a Spook 
About to -say Good-bye. 

Make it look like me . 

The lad from Tennessee. 

Paint me pretty - ere I die 

And haunt you with my cold grey eye. 


REMEMBER LIDICE 


Does history really repeat,itself, as they say? 
It not only does; it is endlessly repeating itself with 
deadly monotony. How often out of the urJiappy past of 
long ago has come the frightful tale of a city utterly 
razed to the ground in the senseless savagery of primi¬ 
tive war. It used to happen often enough; but we had 
thought, perhaps, that that sort of thing was finished: 
it had not really happened since the days of Timur the 
Lame. Suddenly now, out of the twentieth century, comes 
the fearful story of the total destruction of the little 
village of Lidice in typical pagan Roman style. The harsh 
German barbarians are boasting that they have obliterated 
this village for- all time, and that its very name has 
been erased forever from the memory of man. 

How familiar this all sounds to the student of 
ancient history, but how strange and how far it sounds to 
modern thought] We might be livijcg in the. second century 
before Christ, when Cato, the original one-track mind, 
was daily shrieking to the Roman senate, "Delenda est 
Carthago!" Carthage must be destroyed; and Carthage waj^ 
destroyed, to the last citizen and the last stone. And it 
was intended that the very name of that city should have 
been blotted from human memory, but somehow the name has 
survived. After twenty-one centuries, the name of Car¬ 
thage, the destroyed, is still as renowned- as that of 
Rome, the destroyer. The truth is, you do not render the 
name of a city forgotten by ruthlessly destroying it with 
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the Injustice of savage fanaticismj you render it famous. 
Today, the little village of Lidice, which until a few 
days ago had never been heard of outside the borders of 
Czechoslovakia, is now famous, over all the world. 

These Germans ,do well' when they boast that the 
village of Lidice has been'destroyed, for they have des¬ 
troyed it: every male citizen of the community was lined 
up and shot; every woman was deported to'a concentration 
camp; every helpless child v/as imprisoned in a oi-utal 
German reform school. You may imagine v;hat will happen to 
them there. Those of the inhabitants who were luckiest 
were the men; they are dead. Finally, every pitiful lit¬ 
tle home was burned to the ground and every tiny garden 
was crushed out of all existence under the treads of 
eighty ton tanks. All that remains to do now is to sow 
the earth with, salt in order to complete their picture of 
pagan savagery in accordance v/ith the time—honored cus¬ 
toms of the f-crbclcus Babylonian and Assyrian kings. Tney 
do woll - when they boast of the material, destruction of 
this village; but they do not do so well vvhen they brag 
that its very name has been wiped aviay: they will scarce¬ 
ly attain-unto that; they-will never crush out its death¬ 
less spirit from the memory of man though their tanks 
range* those broken fields to the end of time. 

In the years to come, when you walk freely into 
your home wherever it may be, when you greet happily your 
loved ones there, remember Lidice, whose men, whose women 
and whose children, in their simple peasant lives, wero; 
once free and v/ore happy, and were as innocent as you, 

-is- -Jt- •*{••«’ -St- *■*<'•**■ * * ^^^ ■**■ * 

OH, doctor: 

"Now, this is not going to hurt you a bit." 

And Time, that tireless^physician, prods us here 
and pokes us there,- and procede^_ slowly, slowly through 
the years,' to change bur very anatomies, once made in 
the image of Godi" into , unholy ^ shapes-, and _ ridiculous 
forms. How-we--wish that this doctor-might'desist from us 
and give over* his prac-tlcc once and for - all; , tut not a 
chance, for he has been lioensed'to practice-upon us and 
to collect -hlS fees in all .the.kingdoms of the seven 
spheres-, -■ - -' - 

We are truly in need of a physician, for we are 





4 


HIGH LIGHTS 


all sick; we have all been born with the disease germs of 
age in our blood, But v/hat a physician is this whoso only 
cure consists in a constant lopping away and a ceaseless 
metamorphosis of our, being intp something that is strang¬ 
er than any sea-change, howeveh v/ondrous. What a wreck he 
eventually makes of us allj Under his ministrations, the 
numbered hairs of our heads, one by one, take leave of 
us, our teeth part with our company, our backs are bowed 
and our paunches and our hips assume such contours as 
youth never knew; while our eyes play tricks upon us, and 
our very epidermis and enclosing tegument is pulled gro¬ 
tesquely into wasteful creases and into elongated folds. 
Inevitably, the morning dawns for each of us when wo who 
were still young but last, evening, suddo-nly discover that 
we have reached middle-age. 

You who arc young, as.well, as you who are truly 
old, have pity upon the middle-aged, if you please; for 
ho is neither of the called nor of the chosen; he is 
"neither fish nor flesh," as they say. Youth does not, 
know him, while old age has not yet claimed him for her 
own. He still feels just as young as over ho did, when ho 
docs not have to move with strenuous haste; but his rak¬ 
ish appearance and his forbidding mien belie his inward 
ma.n at every angle and , at . every turn. 'When he would be 
playful ,and sport with those of tenderer years, hi& ;com- 
panions are apt to bid him bo his ago, if they do not 
pass him by v/ith indifferent stare; when he would be se¬ 
date, his elders gaze upon him with benevolent smile or 
v/ith amused toleration that seems to say, "Be patient, my 
son, for a little longer, when you may yet attain unto 
that v/isdom that is ours." 

Tossed thus-from one horn to the other, his di¬ 
lemma is complete. For- a time he v^rostles sadly with this 
perplexing problem and then decides with resolution that 
he will neither be dismayed nor cast down. Ho will close 
his eyes unto signs and portents and continue still to 
act as young as ho fcelis though the footprints of his 
youth arc now but fossils in the weathering rocks of his 
past. Berencly then for a while ho goes his self-appoint¬ 
ed w-ay, basking in the genial sun of his Indian Summer 
until he has forgotten that there is a cloud in his sky. 
And then, without warning, there comes a dark day when ho 
walks Jauntily into a drawing room where a young girl 
rises graciously to offer him her chair. Bitterly, most 
bitterly, ho is then forced publicly to admit what he has 
so long knovm only, too well; ho. has turned the corner and 
has passed the summit of the hill. He is indeed no longer 
young. 
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HORACE 


the guild mouse 


The last meating of the guild was an annie vers- 
erary for four yers but the food wasnt no better than the 
first meating and was less since young people come now 
who eat more and shud no better but that is not what an- 
noise me. it is mans usual trouble: search the femme., 
dont get ideas, this femme is mrs mouse and it' all began 
when she kept going to jeri’ys where femmes get their hair 
untangled v/itch is silly becus who cares. 

then she got talking funny, she wud sit without 
a squeak for a long time and then sudden say ye-s-s-s-s. 
1 stud it for ■ a long time and then i sed v/hy, mrs mouse, 
my dere, do u keep saying ye-s-s-s-s all the time, yes 
y/hat ? mrs mouse jumped up as tho she had seen a cat and 
said ye-s-s-s-S. well i gave up and went to nibble what 
looked like 'a mushroom but it was only a shubutton. ^ mrs 
mouse went across the street to the ‘lumberyard, i was 

bored and climbed up on a canvas bernard wyn is painting 
of himself 1 dont no why and then 1 herd a smooth piping 
voice. 

o mrs mouse o mrs mouse 
.awful is ur fate 
to live with such a lousy louse 
who only thinks to ate 
o list 0 list my furry frail 
v/hile i my luv confess 
and let me hear yur amorous squeak 
0 ye-s-s-s-s o ye-s-s-s-s o ye-s-s-s-s 

noW how do u like that i didnt. i peaked out 
from behind bernards left eye and what do u think i saw. 
a snake, a.garter snake half out of a nothole in the 
floor, i saw it all then o ye-s-s-s-s. 

i red some place femmes are week but i have 
saved at Teast one. 

i wonder how eels taste. 


Have you turned in your Scrap Rubber? If_ not, 
why not? It won't run your car if gasoline rationing 
gets you. 
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iVilDSUMMER DFUMA FESTIVAL 


Bob Foote 4 


Propriety of laughter in the midst of war hor¬ 
rors has been a subject of moralists' debate during all 
recent conflicts. That the general concensus is in favor 
of keeping up morale through humor is demonstrated by the 
soldiers themselves, with their constant wise-cracking 
and practical jokes. It is also demonstrated in civilian 
life with the turn toward sources of laughter by the gen¬ 
eral population. In particular, it is oeing proved this 
summer by the hearty response to Pasadena Community Play¬ 
house's slogan, "An Oasis of Laughter in a Troubled 
vvorld," The playhouse, in keeping up the tradition of a 
Midsummer Drama Festival - once devoted to Shakespeare or 
Shaw or Barrie - has turned for a second summer to com¬ 
edy. 


Last year, it may be recalled, it gave a season 
of the sophisticated comedies of George S. Kaufman. This 
summer it goes farther back, to those good old American 
comedies of earlier generations, which bring nostalgic 
memories to mature spectators while astonishing the 
youngsters with the discovery that mother and daddy and 
the grandparents really had a fair grasp of humor, too. 


The Pasadena summer season opened with ' The For¬ 
tune Hunter," first done away back in 1909 with John 
Barrymore making his New York debut in this comedy by 
*Vinchell Smith, the great "play doctor' of his day as 
Kaufman is of the present. Its presentation from 
to 27, drew large and delighted audiences. Even fartne 
back ran the second of the Pasadena summer comedies. Be¬ 
cause She Loved Him So," which William Gillette used to 
play long before he wrote and became Sherlock Holmes; in 
fact, this particular comedy is said first to have 
seen over the flickers of the old gas foot-lights in ine 
1870's. The other six vehicles of the Playhouse summe 
season do hot run back quite that far, but .they have^ a 
been outstanding successes in their particular eras; ine 
College Widow," by George Ade; 'Captain Jinks 
Horae Marines," the Clyde Fitch play in which young Ethel 
Barrymore achieved stardom in 1901; "Good Gracious, 
belle," by Clare Kummer; "Clarence,' by Booth Tarkington, 
an old stand-by of the Community Players; The Cy¬ 

clone," by George M. Cohan; and the climax, Ann Nichols^^ 
critic-scorned but public-favorite, Abie s Irish Ro . 
Each is being done for one week, and each may be expected 
to provide fine "escape" for a few brief hours. 
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GUILD MEETINGS 


Bill Burke 


The July meeting of the Guild has been postponed 
one week because of the July 4th holiday, and will be 
held on the evening of July 10, at the Grace Nicholson 
Gallery, 46 North Los Robles Avenue, Pasadena. 

The reason for this unusual change of meeting 
place is that- Mr. Kenneth Ross, art critic of the Pasa¬ 
dena Star-News and curator of the Pasadena Art Institute, 
is to be the speaker of the evening; and his subject, 
"Chilean Art," will be illustrated with pictures from the 
Chilean Exhibit that is now appearing at the Gallery. 

This exhibit, which will leave Pasadena late in 
the month, will go to Ban Francisco and from there on 
tour, ending at the Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York. 
It consists of 125 pictures. Including the work of 75 
well-known Chilean artists. 

Anyone who desires transportation to Pasadena 
for the meeting should phone Mrs, Wilfred J. Dewey, Custer 
5-6073, or arrange to be at the Adobe Btudio before 7:45 
the evening of the meeting, when cars will be available. 

C- -JS- # 42- -iS- 45- 4«- 4«- 4«- Mr 4i- 4«- Mt 

At the June meeting, Mr. Robert H. McCullagh and 
Mr. Clement May appeared as story-tellers; and, with Mr. 
McCullagh as master of ceremonies, Mr. May then presented 
an interesting talk about Australia, providing his audi¬ 
ence 'With a colorful picture of the life and the great 
distances of that continent. 

He pointed out that the country is still largely 
undeveloped, and that the interior consists of tremendous 
spaces devoted to sheep ranches, or are completely barren 
and left to the aborigines who still have an appetite for 
human flesh. In the settled portions of the country, he 
said, industry is making rapid strides. The continent, 
however, is yet one of the few remaining "frontier" lands 
where there is still to be found adventure, through ex¬ 
ploitation, farming, or manufacture. 

An appeal for funds for the use of the USO was 
made at the meeting by Mrs. Grace Caukin; while her 
daughter. Cricket, the wife of Lieut; Peter Miller, spoke 
of the work of the USO centers at a number of army camps, 
with which she has been active. 
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TO MY DAUGHTER, CATHERINE, 
'.TOO DIED JULY 3, 1923 . 


How many times in those long siommer nights of 
your illness, upon hearing some rustling sound from your 
room, have I hastened to your bedside to see if there 
were any 'small comfort I might bring; you. How many times 
have I bent down above you, peering through the gloom 
into your pale little face, listening anxiously to catch 
the rhythm of your breathing, you slept-so fitfully. How 
quietly you sleep now on the hillside where the spreading 
hawthorne is so white above you in springtime, and in 
autumn so ruddy with scarlet fruit. No faintest sound 
comes now through the night or through the day to arouse 
me since you are gone. Nothing comes to me now but a sil¬ 
ent memory that- races with pain through my heart. 

Yet, I know that it is not really you that lies 
there asleep upon the hill; for in the clear regions of 
reason I often meet you again,' and in a vision I see you, 
your dark curls lighted mistily by the sun, clustered 
about your head like whorls of dusky clouds in the glow 
of dawn. 

You seem always very close to me. Somewhere your 
spirit surely watches over mine. Wait for me patiently 
wherever you are. A little while, and we shall be togeth¬ 
er again when, taking me by the hand, you lead me into 
that land that is strange to me where now you dwell. A 
little while, and it will seem as though we had never 
been apart. Of an age, and ageless, we shall be together 
there; for,while your years were few here while mine have 
been many, no life is more than another when measured 
upon eternity. You tarry so often beside me in shadowy 
dream; yet, it is I who tarries here in a dream and in 
forgetfulness, while you have returned to the sunshine of 
wakefulness and to the remembrance of eternal things. 


■it- •){• -a -is- -it -iS" ■<*■ ■**■ 


From flowered magnolia to the night and me. 
The mockingbird a while, her minstrelsy; 
and then the owl descends in silent flight. 
And silent stands the flowered magnolia tree. 
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CATCHERS OF THE SILVERBiiCKS r 11 Edward L. Voorhoes 


. Among tho. flshermon who live alone and like It, 
there Is "Colonel.". Being the sole survivor of a once 
large family of lusty and adventurous livers who died one 
by one, all with their boots on and in more or less trag¬ 
ic circumstances - some of them alcoholic - Colonel nat¬ 
urally prides hims'olf upon knowing "when to take a drink 
and when to quit." Having fibhed for hall a century, he 
now fishes only when he "damn pleases," rests the same 
way, always knows where and when to get all the kinds of 
Hudson fish and where to sell them. Colonel It/es summer 
and winter in his apartment-3oow, which is the last word 
in simplified, living* When he tires of tho panorama in 
one cove, he’has only to pull-up. a couple of stakes, un¬ 
snap a snap or two, and tote hlin'self over t-o an entirely 
now angle of scenery in another cove. Colonel, at seventy 
is •Still slender, lively, .and tough of fiber; he is af¬ 
fable. in his..manner and remains /somewhat of a lady-kill¬ 
er, But ho is very discreet about that; ; ;and he never 
brags. One gathers that Colonel has done-.a bit of trav¬ 
eling, and that in his spare hours he has read adventure 
m.agazinea of. the’ vVestern type until the-stories have be¬ 
come so-real.,..that many of them actually happqned.'to him. 
Nothing could bo more thrilling to a boy than to, 
lonol .rocourit his boyhood adventures with Buffalo Bill in 
the .war with “Sitting Bull. 

Ono'bf Colonel’s brothers was known to his Anti¬ 
mates as Bobolink. -According to the--dictionary, a bobo¬ 
link" is "an Araeriodn bird noted for its rollicking 
song." Certainly "Smoker,", who is one of the best fisher¬ 
men and one of the most intelligent, rolli.o.kini5» 
able human /beings along the whole river, .knew just what 
he was doing ..'when he-gave, this nickname of Bobolink to 
his bo.on companion and fellow fisherman. In most things. 
Smoker, ..-sometim.o barge captain, could run circles and tie 
knots all around Bobolink. But when it c.amo .to shad fish¬ 
ing, they wore just > plain partners and equals - except 
that Smoker, being the xuoro intelligent, let Bobolink be 
tho boss, because - Bobolink, knowing that Smoker was more 
Intelligent, would-always listen to him;, and as Smoker 
Said, he could ball hell. out . of Bobolink in a nice way 
and tho soh-^bf-a-gun wopld tako it; -The two got along 
like two peas in the same podj which was only for the two 
months of the shad season, whereas for tho^ other ten 
months they stayed on opposite sides of the river pursu¬ 
ing their separate destinies. 
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Bobolink was by choice a hermit and attached to 
one bit of shore for over forty years. Occasionally he 
visited, for a day or so, one of his brothers or a v/ell- 
liked friend, usually when he was drunk and feeling ex¬ 
pansive. As soon as he was sober there was no place like 
home and that was his.little houseboat in the solitude 
of the cove.. Standing six-foot-two, broad of shoulders, 
deep chested, large thighed, the young Bobolink had been 
as active as he was powerful; at sixty-five he presented, 
.v/'.hothor sober or not. that serj.ousncss and dignity of 
manner and carriage which often accompany such steture in 
men vi'ho live close to earth, w'ind, .and water. And Bobo¬ 
link had never lived anyvdicrc else. Being somewhat deaf 
and '.having alv/ays lived alone, he was roticont and cir^ 
cumspect -in the presence of st.rangors. Caretaker of the 
land slongside v;hich his houseboat vras moored, il ho s'us^* 
pcctcd a passerby of any kind of 'bresoass the mere lift 
of his head could be challenging,." To; str.-.ngcrs: in', gener¬ 
al, unless he liked their looks or knew Just where they 
came from, he would bo impressively morose, glovioring and 
silent. 

ififhen he v/as with friends ho might also be moody 
and silent by spells. But all of a sudden, too, ho might 
shako his ' .great shoulders and toss up his head like a 
buffalo bull, roll his eye with a wickod gleam and let 
out one of those choice, individual and peculiar exclama¬ 
tions of his which were never intended for print. Then 
•you know that something particularly choice -might follow 
the next swig of applejack - a short rhyme or epigram 
-based- on what used to be called Shanty Irish, or a limor-^ 
ick chanted to a somewhat raucous singsong. Or it might 
be a Scdtch-Irish ballad of quaint theme and phraseology, 
with Hudson River variations. But the visitor had to ho a 
friend of long and good standing boforo Bobolink would 
sing for him the whole•dozen stanzas of that prize of his 
colloction, "The Bennie Black Hare." But that is another 
story. 

The records do not show Just how early in life 
Bobolink began to use the attractive substitutes for 
drinking water. There, w-is no woll within miles of where 
ho. livedand the water of tho Hudson River has not been 
enticing '.'13 a beverage, lo, these many years. Although he 
usually kept a ptiilful of i.t 'ih the houseboat shack for 
appearahccs', it wds more likely to be used to put out a. 
fire than for drinking purpos’os.: It should be boiled be-r 
fore using, too; whereas tho substitutes were directly 
potable. Applejack, gin,, hard cider, and bad whiskey 
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broke down the walls of monotony and could lift a day out 
of the ordinary. The sale of fish and a small retainer 
for guarding nearby property gave Bobolink the modest but 
suffioeht financial security that made him feel like a 
king in his own right. 3o life was almost grand, and time 
usually went fast. 

During ten months of the year Bobolink hunted 
and trapped in season, "guarded" against poachers and 
trespassers, set fyke nets for monsters, scapped for her¬ 
ring, dipped into amorous adventure with real Rabelaisian 
gusto, and had his ocaasional extended spree. But when 
the tv/o months irri-ved for shad fishing. Bobolink woke up 
all over and lived to the hilt. For then he could not 
only do everything else; he could also fish for silver- 
backs. He was then the Big Jhief, with records to equal 
and surpass. No matter v/ho his partner, Bobolink was 
boss, a position he guarded with utmost jealousy. His an¬ 
nual partners varied but little. One year'it might be the 
keen eyed and agile Nicolino, who was willing to put up 
with the big fellow's bossy ways because he liked him and 
learned from him where and how to catch the most fish. 
Again, it might be Smoker; for between the two there was 
the liking of opposites. A good friend to all three and a 
great help during the fishing season was Johnnie the 
Italian, who kept the riverfront saloon where these 
friends went oftenest for a social glass and a whirl at 
the electric piano. Johnnie exerted just the right pres¬ 
sure and release to keep the trio from succumbing to the 
blues or from becoming so irresponsible as to fall off 
the dock of a dark night. He would take care of Bobo¬ 
link's "roll" fully as well as a banker, protect him from 
his own prodigality when under the influence, and refuse 
to sell him another drink at just the right moment. ^ For 
Bobolink used to cross the river in all states of drink, 
darkness, and fog. And one foggy night while crossing 
with a friend who does not figure further in this chroni¬ 
cle, Bobolink sidestepped fate very narrowly. His boat 
was run down by a big freighter and cut in two. He jumped 
out of the boat in time, but his friend was stunned by 
the impact and sank at once. iiVithout even shouting as the 
freighter sped on Bobolink started swimming for shore and 
finally got there. He always said that a man won't die 
till his time comes. 

Yet, Bobolink himself finally exercised the op¬ 
tion which every man holds on his own life - and he did 
away with it. Getting old, weak, and sick; being alone by 
choice and unwilling to be either a burden or a suppli- 
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ant, one gloomy night of solitude he reached up and took 
down for the last time the shotgun which always reposed 
on two pegs just above his bunk. There some visiting 
friends found him a couple of days later. 

Since the days of Rip Van Winkle', memories have 
a way of lingering along the Hudson, and they are said 
sometimes to take definite form. and sure enough, to 
those who knew him and to others who have only heard aw 
bout him. Bobolink will occasionally appear, close to his 
haunts beloved in life, standing straight up in a fishing 
boat at the vifater's edge, in the evening’s glow or in the 
dawn's early light, with that rusty black derby that 
never forsook him during forty shad seasons fitted jaunt¬ 
ily above the raised eyebrows and the blazing blue eyes, 
as he shouts; "Hi, old timer; get a move on yourself - 
will you? - and give me a shove off. I'm an hour late as 
it 'tls, with the tide earliern' it oughta be, an' ever'- 
thingl Jays-usI With this wind an' ever'thing we ought to 
get the biggest damn haul on the whole river tonight. Get 
inj Get ini Whatta yuh waitin' for?" 


(Hudson River Magazine) 


THE JOSHUa TREE Ruth Myers Colman 


It stands grotesque and stiff to mock 
The barren land; 

In solitude, it clings to rock 
And desert sand. 

With arms outstretched as if to plead 
For quenching rain. 

Its tortured fingers feel the need - 
To ease the pain. 

With bayoneted leaves, like spears. 
And coat-of-mail. 

The Joshua Tree has weathered years 
To guard the trail. 


(Pasadena Star-Hews) 
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